KABLOONA
Now it was the dogs' turn. Ittimangnerk chopped up a seal
for them. Unblocking the porch, he let them in by twos, and
they flung themselves like wild beasts, like a bull springing forth
into the arena, upon this meat. These were not animals, this
was hunger itself that made its violent irruption among us.
Their hunger was so great that they could hardly eat, and we
tried in vain to calm the brutes. Scarcely had they snapped up
one piece than another seemed to them better, and they circled
furiously among the chunks of seal on the ground. The dogs
did not chew; they gulped. These were to our dogs what the
Eskimo is to us who live Outside.
Evening came* Three of Ittimangnerk5s seals were still whole,
standing against the wall like gods about to be overthrown, but
gods still, blood-covered and fantastic. The ice glittered in the
light of the lamp, and heat and cold dwelt here together in their
familiar contrast. I shall never cease to chant the beauty of the
seal-oil lamp; and here again I asked myself, How can a length
of cotton wick, fashioned into a saw-toothed strip and floating
on melted blubber, spread such an astonishing measure of
friendliness and companionship? From this glow there eman-
ates the warmth and the security that constitute the true and
inner meaning of the word home. Here among these shadows,
in these mysterious recesses, the almost incomprehensible
Eskimos eat and laugh, live a material existence of inconceiv-
able brutality and at the same time a spiritual life of infinite
subtlety, full of shades and gradations, of things sensed and
unexpressed.
I had stopped counting the passing days. Gipsies of the
North, we were wanderers moving from place to place, all our
wealth upon our backs and our sleds, savouring the strange
taste of 'this continual passing and this continual perishing.5
The time had come to go on, and at eight in the morning I was
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